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Now  that  I've  got  enough 

kisses  and  stupid  things  done 

stockpiled  in  my  wallet 

between  licenses  and 

pictures  of  people  I  haven't  taken  out 

I  can  pay  the  rent 

and  live  off  these 

for  a  long  time,  maybe  forever 

because  I've  gotten  to  the  point 

where  what's  in  the  bank  is  starting  to 

make  its  own  money 

I  don't  have  to  play  the  stockmarket,  or 

clean  other  people's  houses  if  I  don't  want  to. 

I  have  not  been  keeping  track,  but 

I  could  probably  afford  Motel  6, 

or  some  place  like  that 

clean  but  stained 

as  long  as  I  need 

In  other  words,  I  don't  think  I  will  die  here 

Andrew  Mejferd 


ii 

Stephanie  Beguin 


black  and  white  photography 


Wac'k  oluer 


each  time  she  travels  back  to  India 

(she  tells  me) 

she  collects  another  piece  of  her 

self;  the  way  she  says  it 

i  picture  her  scattered  across  two  oceans 

leaning  into  the  ripples 

that  connect 

wave  to  wave 

now,  sitting  crosslegged  on  carpet 

i  see 

the  red  sari  hanging 

in  her  closet 

(where  i  have  memorized  it) 

between  linen  sheaths  thin  and 

white,  the  long  smoothest  folds 

floating  down 

for  thousands 

of  handstitched  years,  spooled 

snapshots  that  glue  the  distance 

between  richmond  and  Calcutta 

into  a  twenty-four-hour  collage 

of  sweat  and  ink  and  emeralds 

there,  her  family  is  royalty 

servants  walk  half-steps  behind  shadows 

men  ride  silver-fast  motorcycles 

eyes  unopen  wide  enough  to  see 

inside  earth-cracked  days  and  nights  and  mornings 

and  the  sun  turns  black  bluer. 


she  remembers  most  the  heat, 
and  the  sad  faces  whose  hands 
are  fleshed  machinery 
only  softer,  for  all  they've  felt 


here,  her  dad  cuts  his  suit  pants 

into  shorts  for  yard  work,  since  it's  summer 

her  mom  makes  sweets  for  international  food  festivals 

she  drives  reckless  cars  so  things  happen  faster 

and  her  hair  is  black  glass 


from  there, 

she  brings  me  square  painted  silk: 
a  cinnamon- skinned  woman's  face 
stares  at  me  in  bleeding  lines  of  ink 
ribboned  color  and  dashes  of  orange 
and  red,  red  as  deep  as  her  marriage - 
dotted  forehead,  and  the  folds 
of  her  whispers  beneath 
that  shroud  her  neck 


the  word  for  goodbye 
in  bengali 
is  too  final 
to  be  spoken 
(she  tells  me); 
as  long  as  it  doesn't  slip 
into  one  of  the  five  senses 
she  will  never  really  leave, 
she  will  always  return 
leaning  into  the  ripples 
that  connect 
water  to  motion. 


Allison  Titus 


Stephanie  Beguin 

black  and  white  photography 


WE  GARAGE 
SPEAKS 


Silver  shellac  cans  command  my  shelves. 

They  shoulder  aside  bottles  of  cleanser 

whose  poison-control  numbers  have  faded, 

and  buckets  brimming  with  spackle. 

My  rakes  hang  from  hooks, 

preparing  for  the  battle  of  the  leaves. 

Shovels  wait  to  fill  their  cold  mouths 

with  dirt  or  snow 

or  the  combination  of  the  two. 

The  cold  that  I  even  breathe  in  summer 

has  made  containers  and  tools 

as  hard  and  clear  as  diamonds, 

yet  no  one  mistakes  me  for  a  jewelry  store. 

No  love  cements  itself  here: 

only  aftermath, 

when  you  must  think  about 

what  you  have  built, 

what  you  have  grown, 

and  how  you  will  keep  it. 


Mamie  Colton 


Matthew  Conaway 


Stasis 


etching 


You  May  Already  Be  A  Winner 

by  Emily  Anna  Smith 

I  never  should  have  done  it,  but  then  again,  I  never 
thought  I'd  actually  win.  All  I'd  had  in  mind  was  getting  enough 
money  to  buy  myself  some  designer  jeans  and  get  the  hell  out  of 
the  state  of  Mississippi.  So  I  filled  out  my  daddy's  entry  form 
every  time  it  came  in.  I  didn't  tell  him  what  I  was  up  to  because  I 
wanted  it  to  be  a  surprise.  It  sure  was.  When  my  daddy  opened 
the  door  in  his  boxers  and  black  socks  with  his  belly  straining 
against  his  sleeveless  t-shirt,  I  think  he  surprised  Ed  MacMahon 
as  much  as  Ed  surprised  him. 

Threre  were  six  cameras  and  three  trucks  and  a  couple  of 
girls  in  shiny  dresses  holding  a  big  sign  painted  to  look  like  a 
check.  The  neighbors  had  come  out  to  see  what  the  commotion 
was  about  and  the  dogs  had  started  howling  and  throwing 
themselves  around  on  their  chains.  And  Ed  MacMahon  stood 
there  with  his  plastic  smile  glued  to  his  face,  his  left  hand 
clutching  a  bouquet  of  pink  roses  and  his  right  hand  reached  out 
to  shake  my  daddy's.  "Congratulations,  James  Raymond 
Zucker. . .you've  just  won  ten  million  dollars ! " 

A  look  of  wonder  flashed  across  my  daddy's  face.  Then 
his  lips  broke  into  a  fat,  happy  grin,  and  he  shouted  out,  in  front 
of  Ed  and  God  and  a  whole  nation  of  tv  viewers,  "Well,  Fuck 
me!" 

Ed's  plastic  smile  came  pretty  close  to  disappearing,  but 
he  rallied  himself,  glared  at  the  laughing  cameraman  closest  to 
him,  and  pressed  the  roses  into  my  daddy's  hands.  Daddy 
couldn't  seem  to  get  past  his  initial  statement,  which  he  kept  on 
muttering  in  an  awed  kind  of  wa  for  a  minute  or  so.  Then  his 
head  seemed  to  clear  and  he  gave  a  big  whoop  and  hollered  for 
my  mother.  "Betty!  Betty!  Come  see  who's  here!"  Then  he 
reached  over  beside  him  to  the  little  alcove  by  the  door  that  I  was 
hiding  in  and  pulled  me  over  to  him.  "My  son!  Willie  Joe!" 

I  tried  to  smile  at  the  camera,  but  it  came  out  sort  of 
sickly.  "It's  William  Joseph,  please,"  I  murmured,  but  no  one 
took  any  notice.  Then  Mama  came  trundling  down  the  stairs, 
adjusting  her  skirt  and  patting  her  hair  the  way  she  does  when 
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company's  coming.  When  she  saw  Ed  MacMahon,  she  gave  a  big 
scream  and  passed  out  cold  on  the  stairs  before  anyone  could 
make  a  move  to  catch  her. 

Once  we  got  her  revived,  Ed  and  the  check-girls  and  the 
cameramen  all  came  into  the  living  room  and  sat  around  trying 
to  look  comfortable.  The  neighbors  peered  in  the  windows  while 
my  mother  served  coffee  and  the  complimentary  champagne  that 
Ed  had  brought.  The  dogs  kept  up  their  whining  throughout, 
punctuating  the  conversation.  After  about  forty  minutes  of 
chatting  stiffly,  Ed  and  his  crew  managed  to  worm  their  way  out 
the  door.  They  left  the  fake  check,  a  bunch  of  papers  to  sign,  and 
a  pile  of  dirty  coffee  cups,  but  they  took  away  my  last  shred  of 
dignity. 


%^:{c^^ 


I  think  maybe  I'd  better  explain  myself  so  people  won't 
think  I'm  some  sort  of  ungrateful  person.  It's  not  that  I  wasn't 
excited  about  the  money,  I  was.  It's  also  not  that  I  don't  love  my 
parents,  'cause  I  do,  more  than  just  about  anything.  They're  good 
people;  both  of  them  are  always  hugging  me  and  telling  me  they 
love  me.  They're  real  proud  of  the  way  I  get  B's  on  all  my 
schoolwork,  and  they're  always  teasing  me  in  a  nice  sort  of  way 
about  being  a  bookworm.  It's  just  that  I've  read  enough  books 
and  gone  to  enough  movies  to  know  that  there's  more  in  the 
world  than  what  I  see  around  me  everyday.  I'd  like  to  see  some 
of  it  before  I  get  caught  in  the  same  trap  that  every  other  teenage 
guy  in  our  town  has  gotten  stuck  in. 

Our  family  has  lived  in  Hookworm,  Mississippi  for  as 
long  as  anyone  can  remember.  It's  a  river  town  with  about  5,000 
people  and  it  hasn't  grown  much  at  all  since  the  second  world 
war.  All  the  men  work  for  the  shipbuilding  plant  in  Biloxi,  but 
most  of  them  have  been  laid  off  lately,  what  with  all  the 
downsizing  going  on.  So  it's  a  poor  town,  without  any  prospects 
of  getting  richer.  A  lot  of  people  have  been  moving  away  lately, 
hoping  to  find  work  somewhere  else,  but  no  one  had  any  luck. 
Daddy  wasn't  laid  off,  but  he  wasn't  working  since  he  got  struck 
by  lightning  on  the  job  last  year.  We've  been  living  on  his 
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pension,  which  is  just  about  enough  since  the  government  paid 
for  his  medical  bills.  So  the  long  and  the  short  of  it  is  that  my 
daddy  winning  the  Publisher's  Clearing  House  Sweepstakes  was 
the  most  exciting  thing  to  happen  in  our  town  since  Richard 
Nixon  drove  through  when  he  was  campaigning  the  first  time 
around. 

Anyway,  the  first  thing  that  Daddy  did  was  go  to  the 
closet  and  put  on  his  suit,  the  one  that  went  to  funerals  and 
weddings  alike.  He  got  Mama  to  put  on  her  high  heels  and 
flowered  polyester  dress,  and  made  me  change  into  the  pants  I 
wore  at  prom  last  year.  He  told  Mama  to  put  the  dirty  dishes  in 
the  sink  and  then  he  opened  the  door  to  our  neighbors.  They 
swarmed  in  laughing  and  shrieking  and  asking  questions.  Then 
the  newspapers  started  calling,  and  the  tv  stations  from  Biloxi 
to  as  far  away  as  Baton  Rouge.  We  were  the  leading  story  from 
Louisiana  to  Georgia.  "Luckiest  man  alive!  Hookworm  man 
struck  by  lightning,  then  wins  sweepstakes!  Film  at  eleven."  Of 
course,  the  clip  they  showed  wasn't  the  one  of  the  family 
gussied  up  and  smiling.  It  was  the  one  of  Daddy  in  his  under- 
wear, cussing  up  a  storm.  Except  everytime  he  said  the  f-word 
there  was  a  little  beep  to  cover  it  up. 

When  I  went  to  school  the  next  day,  I  was  the  center  of 
attention,  which  was  not  where  I  wanted  to  be.  People  who 
wouldn't  have  spit  on  me  normally  were  coming  up  to  say  "hi" 
like  they  thought  I'd  slip  'em  a  twenty  for  talking  to  me.  And 
every  single  one  of  them  had  to  do  an  imitation  of  my  daddy, 
like  I  hadn't  already  noticed  the  real  thing  for  myself.  The 
school  paper  wanted  to  interview  me,  but  I  wouldn't  talk  to  them 
because  I  didn't  know  what  to  say. 

I  got  home  to  discover  that  Daddy  had  been  to  Biloxi 
and  bought  himself  a  limousine  and  a  week's  worth  of  tuxedos. 
Mama  had  about  ten  new  dresses  that  were  covered  in  sequins 
and  fringe  and  that  she  called  "cocktail  frocks."  She  also  had  a 
big  pink  Cadillac  and  a  tight  new  perm.  They  had  a  surprise  for 
me,  too.  A  gold-tone  Camero  and  a  $500  gift  certificate  to 
Barnes  and  Noble. 

Daddy  immediately  hired  a  carpenter  and  a  decorator  to 
upgrade  our  house.  He  hadn't  even  considered  moving,  he  said 
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he  wanted  to  prove  that  becoming  a  milHonaire  hadn't  changed 
him,  that  he  was  still  a  Hookworm  boy,  born  and  bred.  He  had 
the  house  painted  a  sort  of  glittery  bronze  color  and  Mama  filled 
it  with  all  the  cut-glass  chandeliers  and  "antique"  chairs  she 
could  lay  hands  on.  They  wore  their  new  clothes  all  day  long,  to 
the  grocery  and  to  Wal-Mart.  The  local  paper  ran  a  series  called 
"A  Month  in  the  Life  of  a  Millionaire"  and  followed  all  of  us 
around  taking  pictures. 

My  fame  at  school  didn't  go  away,  and  I  had  no  idea  how 
to  handle  this  new-found  popularity.  I  dealt  with  it  the  best  I 
could  by  trying  to  be  quiet  and  unassuming  like  always,  but  now 
that  I  was  rich,  people  said  I  was  acting  snobbish.  I  tried  to 
concentrate  on  my  studies  since  I  didn't  have  to  worry  about 
being  able  to  pay  for  college,  but  it  was  hard  with  all  the  atten- 
tion our  family  was  getting.  I  thought  that  if  I  just  ignored  things 
they  would  eventually  go  away,  but  there  wasn't  anything  else  of 
interest  going  on  in  the  town.  The  people  of  Hookworm  just 
couldn't  seem  to  get  enough  of  their  own  "Luckiest  Man  Alive." 
They  asked  Daddy  to  approve  their  picks  at  the  racetrack  and 
help  them  select  lottery  numbers.  The  fact  that  his  "luck"  didn't 
rub  off  on  them  made  no  difference.  He  was  their  lucky  charm, 
their  four  leaf  clover,  their  upturned  penny.  The  town  council 
even  went  so  far  as  to  name  him  the  "Man  of  the  Year"  for  being 
a  "valuable  community  presence."  Every  end  table  and  wall  in 
the  house  started  to  be  crowned  with  pictures  of  Daddy:  shaking 
hands  with  the  mayor,  shopping  at  the  Piggly-Wiggly  in  his 
tuxedo,  kissing  babies,  leading  the  homecoming  parade  for 
Hookworm  High.  Over  the  mantle  of  the  fireplace  Mama  had 
added  to  the  house.  Daddy  hung  up  his  giant  check  where  he 
could  see  it  every  day.  He  had  his  pink  roses  bronzed. 


So  I  never  should  have  done  it,  but  as  I  said,  I  never 
thought  I'd  actually  win.  I  still  want  to  get  out  of  Hookworm  as 
much  as  I  ever  did,  but  now  I  know  that  wherever  I  go,  it'll  have 
to  be  in  my  gold-tone  Camaro  instead  of  that  pickup  I  wanted. 
You  can't  fit  a  lot  of  books  in  a  sports  car.  And  when  I  go 
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anywhere  else,  I'll  cringe  every  time  I  see  the  teaser  for  the  Publisher's 
Clearing  House  Sweepstakes,  with  my  daddy  in  his  underwear  and  his 
words  beeped  out.  And  I'll  shudder  everytime  I  get  a  flier  in  the  mail, 
emblazoned  with  Ed  MacMahon's  plastic  smile  and  those  mocking 
words,  "You  may  already  be  a  winner." 

So  maybe  this  makes  me  some  kind  of  ingrate.  I  mean,  I 
realize  that  $10  million  is  nothing  to  sneeze  at  and  that  most  people 
won't  understand  why  I'm  so  upset.  It's  just  that  I  wish  I  had  thought  it 
through  before  I  filled  in  the  application.  It  never  entered  my  head  that 
anything  but  good  would  come  of  all  that  money.  I  should  have  realized 
that  it  would  have  been  smarter  to  find  my  own  way  out  instead  of 
riding  on  my  daddy's  good  fortune.  Then  I  could  have  been  a  genuine 
success  story.  Because  when  you  get  right  down  to  it,  who  really  gives 
a  damn  if  a  millionaire's  son  makes  it  out  of  Mississippi?  rr 


14 


yUejJ^hC 


Steam  swirls  in  my  mind  from  the  golden  teas: 
tissued  packets  tagged  by  Bigelow, 
China  black  tea,  shredded  like  tobacco. 
Boiled  water  blooms  dried  marigold  leaves. 

The  herbs,  turned  with  honey  and  poetry, 
the  roasted  chicory  root,  lemon  grass, 
blended  with  peppermint  and  sweet  hibiscus 
are  celestial  seasonings  of  memory. 

The  steam  curls  through  my  mind,  full  of  flavor, 
and  I  forget  the  drab  of  hours  and  days 
spent  in  plain  water  illusion  or  haze, 
I  forget  time  spent  in  scenes  much  grayer. 

When  warmth  opens  the  richness  of  rosehips 
my  lips  touch  the  chipped  blue  cup  and  I  sip. 

Sara  Leedom 
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Carrie  Sellers 


No  More  Leftovers  mixed  media  on  paper 


16 


DELIGHT 


Peter  Beard  is  a  prick. 

But  this  is  just  my  first  impression.  I  envy  his  heart  and  his 

journals  chock-full  of  frogtails  and  rodent  skulls  and  roaches  to 

be  puffed  on  yet  and  so  I  begin  to  think  how  I  need  a  small  roll 

of  tape  and  a  pencil  in  my  back  pocket  so  I  can  collect  identical 

things  and  place  them  chaotically  in  my  empty  book,  let  it 

yellow  and  fray  while  I  develop  all  of  my  senses  fully  and  learn 

to  think  diagonally 

It's  still  Tuesday  nite;  I  just  couldn't  wait  til  Wednesday;  it'd  be 

all  too  obvious  then. 

Stare  with  me  at  rising  smoke  wet  coffee  grounds  in  the  slanted 

old  mug  and  all  of  the  loud  lips  moving  and  lingering  so  like  in 

slow  motion 

Pete  Beard  I  probably  hate  you  because  I  would  want  you  but 

these  are  weak  words 

would  you  share  your  drugs  with  me  and  give  me  naked  trips  on 

your  shoulders 

we'd  clash—you  are  bronze,  I  fair  and  sweet.  But  I  assume  you 

like  sick  smells  stemming  from  three-day  old  dirty  bodies 

Well  by  now  I  know  you  from  the  dance  you  did  in  Vanity  Fair 

with  Madonna  gracing  the  cover 

Roll  a  nice  one  for  the  a.m.  and  for  now  bid  me  goodnight. 

Is  there  room  in  your  damp  canvas  tent? 

Kick  the  young  Ethiopian  girls  out  now 


Sarah  McCall 
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ETERNAL  HUM 


I.  When  they  burst  through  the  door, 
he  sat  in  the  dry  adobe  dust 

dark,  back  straight, 

fingering  the  grain  of  the  table, 

he  turned  his  tired,  aged  head, 

but  did  not  flinch. 

The  five  federal  marshals,  shuffling  steps 

of  anxious  bravado, 

guns  outstretched,  sought  reassurances 

through  quick  glances, 

guns  shaking  like  young  elms  in  wet  wind. 

With  slow  precision. 

Sitting  Bull  pulled  out  his  knife. 

The  marshals  opened  their  weapons  into  him. 

Outside  the  house, 

the  horse  Bill  Cody  had  given  him 

heard  the  shots. 

Thinking  the  Wild  West  show  had  begun, 

it  rose  to  its  hind  legs  and  pranced  in  a  circle. 

White  Palomino  glowing  opal  in  the  moonlight, 

as  the  five  white  marshals  stepped  silently  to  their  horses, 

watching  with  eerie  eyes. 

II.  In  the  chill  September  sweep, 
the  yellow  city-night  cloud, 

she  and  I  are  sitting  at  a  reflecting  pool  near 

the  Library  of  Congress,  everything  is  white  marble, 

cold  to  the  touch. 

She  looks  at  the  sky  and  says, 

"Sitting  here  I  can't  imagine  start 

beyond  the  smog  and  light  pollution," 

shifts  her  weight  and  hugs  herself  with  thin  arms, 

"I  know  that  everything's  revolving,  orbiting,  circling, 

a  hum  of  pure  motion  in  sync  with  eternity. 
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But  I  can't  imagine  it. 

I'm  too  much  a  part  of  it." 

She  turns  to  me, 

"Like  inside  when  the  poet  told 

the  story  of  Sitting  Bull's  death, 

I  could  only  think  that  I  am  just  like  he  is, 

continuing  beyond  death  in  stories 

and  gravity  and  dust  spiraling  the  spheres." 

m.  Driving  through  Mount  Pleasant, 

potholes  grumbling, 

she  shifts  the  gears  unsteadily. 

There  are  layers  of  Latin  music 

blasting  from  every  window,  car  and  club, 

melded  together  like  infinite  heartbeats 

in  syncopated  harmonies. 

Everyone  dances  as  they  walk, 

passing  one  another  like  the  next  chapter. 

Each  contributing  their  beat  to  the  dance. 

I  stare  mutely  from  the  car,  trying  to  be  an  observer, 

to  be  able  to  write  it  all  down, 

but  my  beat  is  heard  by  everyone 

and  they  smile  as  they  dance  by. 

rV.  We  circle  an  anonymous  statue  of 

a  forgotten  hero  on  horseback. 

The  horse  rears  on  hind  legs,  nostrils  flaring 

foamy  flecks  of  what  borne  madness  on  its  lips. 

But  its  eyes  stare  peacefully 

to  the  expanse  beyond  the  clouds 

as  the  orbit  in  rhythm, 

a  deathless  dance  of  planets,  comets,  stars, 

horse  stamping,  people  dancing  and  dying. 

Staring  at  the  collaboration  and  concord. 

We  circle  the  statue  staring, 

smiling  as  we  dance  by. 

Mathias  Svalina 
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Matrilinea 


1 .  Grandmother 
Unable  to  argue 

the  logic  of  men  who  held  many  degrees, 
she  turned  to  women  who  followed  patterns 
and  knew  how  to  set  a  table, 
who  used  the  good  silver  and  linen  napkins 
unfolding  the  folds  their  mothers  made, 
telling  stories  with  spoons, 
remembering  to  keep  the  sharp  edge 
of  the  knife  pointed  in. 

2.  Mother 

She  set  aside  her  own  degree 

to  buy  food  she  didn't  like  with  money  her  husband  made, 

buried  her  fists  in  dough,  let  the  kitchen  litter, 

tucked  away  leftovers  in  fear  of  the  famine  that  might  come 

if  she  left. 

3. 

Daughter 

She  is  why  they  gather; 

the  grandmother  who  has  set  table  after  table 

only  to  find  empty  chairs, 

the  mother  with  children  now  grown 

who  had  abandoned  the  stockpiled  food 

to  find  a  feast  of  quiet  moments. 

These  two 

their  meals  give  her  strength, 

let  her  taste  food  in  countries  they  only  knew  in  dreams. 

Like  a  pregnant  woman,  she  eats  for  someone  besides  herself. 

Katherine  Dube 
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Pamela  Rinehart 


Self-Portrait 


etching 


21 


and  the 


by  Dell  Hagan 


My  grandfather  never  grew  hair  on  his  legs.   His  family 
grew  wheat  in  kansas,  "the  land  of  Ahhhhs",  so  he  started 
wearing  thick,  black,  rubber  farming  boots  by  the  time  he  was 
eight.  The  constant  waring  of  the  boots  stunted  the  hair  follicles 
on  his  legs  so  his  hair  never  grew.   Lucky  guy.   When  I  asked  for 
my  own  pair  of  these  boots  in  the  fifth  grade  my  mom  just  stared 
at  me  with  wondering  eyes.  I  could  tell  she  was  trying  to  figure 
me  out.   Her  head  was  cocked  slightly  to  the  right,  forehead 
scrunched.  This  was  always  the  way  she  looked  at  me  when  she 
was  trying  to  figure  me  out.   She  did  it  a  lot.   I  could  tell  she  was 
trying  her  best  to  reconcile  her  memories  of  my  existence  in  her 
womb  with  the  girl  she  found  in  front  of  her. 

At  parties  she  and  my  dad  threw  I  could  feel  the  stares 
of  the  adults  bearing  into  my  back  as  I  walked  by.  They  only 
grew  silent  when  I   entered  the  room,  quickly  breaking  free  from 
their  clustered  conversations.  After  I  had  left  the  room,  their 
talking  would  resume,  but  this  time  in  whispers.   I  knew  they  were 
puzzled  by  me.   I  didn't  fit  with  the  rest  of  the  family. 

To  be  more  accurate  I  wasn't  anything  like  my  older 
sister.  Miss  America  herself.   She  was  ten  years  older  than  me 
and  light  year's  away  from  me  in  personality.   I  didn't  dislike 
Aurora  (can  you  believe  that's  really  her  name?   My  parents 
named  her  after  sleeping  beauty.   By  naming  me  Frances  they 
successfully  killed  off  all  chances  I  had  of  ever  competing  with  my 
sister.   My  mother  insists  she  named  me  after  her  dear,  old 
nanny,  and  I  should  be  honored.   Whatever.   Her  devoted  nanny 
also  had  a  wart  the  size  of  Greenland  on  her  chin  and  was  bald  by 
the  time  she  turned  thirty-two.   Fantastic.   Sleeping  Beauty  and 
the  warty  beast).   No,  I  really  didn't  blame  her  for  my  insecurities; 
she  only  reflected  my  parent's  opinions  of  me.   I  just  didn't  like 
her  and  I  know  she  wished  I  had  stayed  with  the  proverbial  stork 
to  keep  him  company. 

My  dad  insists  this  is  not  true,  but  why  else  would  she 
have  purposely  kept  me  out  of  all  her  publicity  photos  after  she 
won  the  pageant?   Oh,  did  you  think  I  was  kidding?   I  wasn't.   My 
sister  really  is  Miss  America  for  this  year.   Swell.   I  would  not  have 
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been  so  hurt  by  her  decision  to  keep  her  "strange  sister"  a  secret 
if  she  would  have  just  told  me.   It's  not  like  I  wanted  to  have  any 
part  of  the  whole  ridiculous,  oppressing,  demoralizing,  chauvinis- 
tic pagent  thing.   I  didn't  even  go  to  it.   Instead  my  friend  Rob 
came  over  and  we  watched  "Henry  V"  because,  contrary  to  what 
the  rest  of  the  misguided  world  thinks,  Kenneth  Branaugh  is  a 
thousand  times  sexier  than  any  of  those  foolish  Brad  Pitt  types. 

It  is  because  of  my  sister  that  my  parents  and  everyone 
else  think  I  am  "offbeat",  which  is  just  their  way  of  saying  weird. 
Ever  since  I  was  a  small  child  I  knew  that  I  would  never  be  able  to 
rate  with  my  parents  after  Aurora.  All  the  baby  pictures  of  her 
show  this  cherubic  little  girl  with  frilly  dresses  and  matching  bows 
in  her  curly,  red  hair.  All  her  life  she  has  been  beautiful  and 
feminine  and  the  model  girl  child.   Everything  I  am  not  basically. 

I  am  not  even  comfortable  with  being  a  woman  in  the 
first  place.   I  don't  feel  any  sort  of  affinity  with  my  gender  ladel. 
At  first  my  family  thought  I  was  a  tomboy  and  they  tell  their 
friends  that  with  pride.   "Those  daughters  of  ours  are  so  different 
now  that  Frances  has  shown  herself  to  be  so  active  and  rugged. 
We  just  know  she'll  be  a  star  athelete  someday."   I  knew  they 
were  lying  to  themselves  but  it  took  them  until  I  was  nine  to 
realize  that  I  was  only  mildly  athletic.   Meaning  I  would  only  run 
when  Aurora  was  sent  to  come  find  me. 

Their  revelation  occured  the  same  time  I  started  to  read 
books  and  listen  to  school  lectures  on  the  "woman's  changing 
body".   Woman?   For  Christ's  sake,  I  was  only  nine.   When  I  was 
ten  I  learned  the  brutal  truth  about  menstruation  and  the  glorious 
activities  my  ovaries  had  in  store  for  my  body.   Hormones  were 
my  enemy.   I  was  scared  I  would  turn  into  Aurora.   I  didn't  want 
to  stop  devouring  books,  and  getting  A's  in  math.  I  would  almost 
suffocate  with  the  thought  that  I  would  have  to  start  wearing 
ridiculous  paint  on  my  face  and  shaving  my  legs--l  wasn't  sure 
that  after  puberty  I  would  be  the  same  person  I  was  going  into  it. 
This  is  why  I  asked  for  a  pair  of  farm  boots  like  my  grandfather's. 
I  would  be  starting  later  than  he  did,  but  if  I  wore  them  night  and 
day  then  I  could  probably  get  the  hair  on  my  legs  to  stop  grow- 
ing.  I  didn't  know  what  I  would  do  about  under  my  arms.  The 
thought  of  a  bra  made  me  queasy  and  I  couldn't  hear  the  word 
"period"  without  my  face  turning  red.   My  mom  made  a  congratu- 
latory red  velvet  cake  when  Aurora  got  her  "Aunt  Flo".   She  was 
furious  when  I  refused  to  share  their  fears  with  each  other  about 
my  "strangeness"  and  how  it  confused  them. 

They  didn't  need  to  worry  about  trying  to  keep  their 
voices  down.   I  was  confused,  too.   I  had  never  even  looked,  really 
looked  at  myself  in  the  mirror.   I  couldn't  face  the  family  disap- 
pointment and  stare  it  straight  into  its  eyes.   I  knew  that  it  would 
be  me  staring  back—my  eyes,  my  hair,  my  nose,  ears,  arms, 
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clothing,  forehead.  I  didn't  know  what  I  looked  like..  Honestly  I 
was  scared  to  see  for  myself.  I  didn't  want  to  have  the  same 
opinion  of  me  as  everyone  else  did. 

As  it  turned  out  I  no  longer  had  a  choice.   On  the  first 
day  of  ninth  grade  I  got  my  period.   I  had  dreaded  it  for  so  long 
and  now  here  it  was,  an  ugly,  unwanted  new  part  of  me.   I  went 
home  and  cried  for  hours.  Then  I  stole  a  box  of  pads  (with  wings 
no  less)  and  had  to  read  the  directions  on  how  to  properly  use. 
Thank  God  the  box  didn't  have  any  platitudes  on  what  an  exciting 
event  in  a  woman's  life  this  is  and  how  wonderously  lucky  women 
are  to  have  the  ability  to  have  babies.  Lucky  my  ass. 

After  I  had  taken  care  of  the  problem  I  washed  my  face 
with  cold,  cold  water.  As  I  was  splashing  reality  onto  my  face  I 
caught  a  peripheral  glance  at  myself  in  the  mirror.  I  started  to 
avert  my  eyes  like  I  usually  do,  but  thought  better  of  it.   I  told 
myself  that  now  was  the  time  to  confront  me,  Frances.  To  see 
what  all  the  fuss  was  about.  So  I  slowly  raised  my  eyes  and  saw 
myself  for  the  first  time.   At  first  I  only  half  looked  with  downcast 
eyes.  Then  when  the  mirror  didn't  crack  or  anything  I  boldly 
moved  my  eyes  to  the  mirror  and  really  looked.  There  I  was. 
Presenting  Frances.   It  wasn't  bad  at  all.   Imagine  my  surprise  to 
discover  than  I  was  nice  to  look  at.   My  body  was  slim,  my  nose 
straight  and  small.  So  relieved  was  I  that  I  smiled--  a  nice,  big 
smile.   Wow.   I  have  a  beautiful  smile.  A  smile  worthy  of  a 
confident,  smart  woman.   Oh,  man,  a  woman  I  thought.   But 
suddenly  I  was  okay  with  it.   I'm  a  woman.   I'm  a  woman  who 
does  not  have  to  giggle  on  the  phone  with  boys  and  wear  chest 
baring  outfits  to  display  my  womanness.  I  am  comfortable  inside 
of  me-  to  hell  with  my  parents,  to  hell  with  Aurora,  to  hell  with 
their  friends.  I  was  me.  Frances.  And  with  that  revelation,  I 
smiled.  ^ 
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Melanie  Litchfield 


Maiy  Lou 


oil  on  canvas 
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Self  Free>erva-t\on 


Much  like  my  refrigerator  shelf,  where  milk 

always  stands  tall  and  slim 
on  the  left  side, 
you  always  lie  flat  and  skim 
on  the  left  side  of  my  bed, 

and  it  is  I  who  have  put  you  there.  1 

The  bed  sheets  cool  and  soft, 
and  I'm  laid  out  like  a  stake: 
territorial. 

On  my  refrigerator  shelf, 
the  juice  stands  orange 

on  the  right  side, 

much  as  I  lie  flat  and  pulpy 

on  the  right  side  of  my  bed: 

suspicious. 

I  could  rearrange,  i 

move  milk 

and  juice 
together- 
make  room  for  something  else. 

But  what  happens  when  I  climb  groggy 
from  my  bed  one  morning, 
to  find  the  two  have  merged? 
Orange  milk. 

You  could  rearrange, 
move  right 
and  fill  the  place  I  left. 
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But  what  happens  when  I  chmb  soggy 

from  my  bed  one  morning, 
to  find  myself  on  a  side  I  do  not  know? 

and  You:  soupy-eyed  and  lost 
somewhere  I  used  to  be? 

No,  I'll  keep  separate 
the  milk— 

the  juice, 
and  keep  you  to  the  left, 

where  I  know  I'll  always  be  right. 

Rachel  Pierce 


Matthew  Conaway         One  Plus  One  Equals  One         stoneware 
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Chappell  Tyler 


Primsa 


collagraph 
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Another  April 


I  watch  raindrops  wander  down  the  window 

while  the  guards  search  the  bus. 

I  am  in  Belfast  at  a  roadblock. 

1  have  just  realized  today  is  your  birthday. 

Barbed  wire  and  machine  guns  surround  me,  thinking  of  you. 

Later,  in  Block  N,  apartment  132a,  Corrib  Village, 

where  1  live  with  strangers  (only  82  more  days) 

I  sit  inside  white  walls  and  encroaching  mildew. 

Days  without  light,  1  float 

Through  Eurotrash  MTV, 

Friend  remote,  finger  on  mute. 

I  remember  the  waver  of  my  soul 

following  the  lilting  Gaelic  service. 

Today  my  raindrop  is  not  a  winner. 

1  trace  its  meandering  path, 

my  tears  contribute  to  the  green  watery  womb  outside 

all  intangible  where  once  was  foothold. 

From  Claddagh  Quay  promontory  1  search  Galway  Bay. 
Wind  and  mist  varnish  me,  enant  tendrils  of  hair  whip  at  my 

cheeks. 
The  brackish  sea  beacons,  promises  to  relinquish. 
With  only  one  movement 
I  lean  into  the  wind 
And  listen  to  the  salty  sea  telling  me 
that  ghosts  are  as  boyant  as  bombers  are  elusive. 

Jennifer  Syndor 
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Father  figure 

You  stand  on  Christmas  morning 

rigid,  like  a  rough-edged  granite  statue; 

Ghostly  white  hair, 

wide-eyed  and  suspicious. 

Spying  on  the  mouths  of  your  children, 

as  they  sing  glorifying  their  brightness: 

star  gold  and  moon  yellow. 
Waltzing  to  their  own  success. 
Your  children's  lives  are  a  Christmas  song, 

Silent  Night,  Holy  Night; 
composed  of  notes  that  pass  over  you,  J 

All  is  calm.  All  is  bright;  ^ 

not  pausing  to  care  anymore. 
But  for  a  moment  Daddy 
I  clinch  a  flaming  note 
with  the  strength  of  my  fingertips, 
hush  my  singing, 
and  watch  you  on  Christmas, 
your  massive  bone  white  image 
that  refuses  to  dance  or  thaw. 
I  want  to  melt  you,  to  pour 
you  like  wax  all  over  your 
dancing  children. 

Katy  Sullivan 
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K^AAiATiruuQMy  r)  lAAAVQj^ 


I  watched 

the  sun  slip  in 

and  crack  her  eye 

at  3:00  pm 

I  waited 

while  her  face 

gave  birth  to  sight 

and  crumpled  tissues 

I  knew 

that  it  was  time 

for  her  tennis  match 

our  afternoon  snack 

dirty  laundry 

But  terry  cloth  armor 

and  flannel  walls 

couldn't  give  answers 

to  week-old  newspapers 

or  stained  coffee  mugs 

in  the  den 

Then  I  looked 

at  her  naked  hand 

now  empty 

with  its  ring 

of  untanned  skin 


Kimberly  M.Ranney 
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IMet  Any 


Nice  BOVS 


Lately? 


Strolling  down  College  Ave  one  afternoon 

a  handsome  young  man  informed  me  of  my 

"nice  bounce"-my  ponytail  no  doubt! 

One  block  later 

the  neon  blue  low  rider  enticed  me  with 

"Hey  baby,  you  up  for  a  joy  ride?" 

Not  even  waiting  for  my  acceptance, 

he  sped  away, 

leaving  me  with  mere  memories 

of  what  could  have  been- 

cruising  the  streets  of  Fredericksburg 

with  Wet  Dream 

airbrushed  across  raised  letters  of  F-O-R-D, 

naked  lady  mud  flaps  slapping  in  our  wake. 

Later  that  evening, 

sipping  cappuccino  outside  Hyperion 
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my  self-worth  climaxed 

when  the  gentleman  in  a 

Certified  Muff-Diver  t-shirt 

shared  his  approval  of  me 

"Damn  baby,  you  look  goodi" 

quite  a  compliment  coming  from  a  certified  muff  diver! 

Still  swooning  from  his  evocative  remark, 

I  was  approached  by  the  "man  of  my  dreams" 

complete  with  goatee  and  Birkenstocks. 

After  discussing  the  role  of  women  in  today's  society 

he  leered  toward  me, 

"So,  you  wanna  follow  me  back  to  my  place?" 

before  I  could  answer 

the  businessman  at  the  next  table 

whispered  in  his  ear, 

"Think  again,  she  sounds  like  one  of  those  feminists." 

Stephanie  Barnes 
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Ja^ZZ 


Don't  you  hate  it  when  you  want  to  cry 
but  you  can't 

I  almost  went  crazy  this  afternoon 
Did  they  have  me?  no  they  never 
My  smoke  was  coming  in  too  quickly 
and  1  was  trying  to  put  the  words 
in  all  the  same 

want  to  be  dirty  and  wonder  why 
1  gave  up  tonight  and  I  want 
to  be  flattened  by  them 
telling  what  1  appear  as- 
a  ghost 

simple  and  translucent 
a  sea-  full  and  in  constant  motion 
or  perhaps  just  grass 
but  not  just 

no,  more  like  slightly 
green,  wet  shine 

with  steam  rising  from  the  far  east 
and  to  laugh 
easy,  1  think     pretty  fucking  easy 

1  need  a  hot  fuck 
like  Beethoven 

needy  and  rough 
or  the  urmamed  artist 
skirmy  girl-like  and  confused 

Do  you  wear  rings 

(let  me  count  them) 
are  you  an  exhibitionist 
a  creator 
seeker 

are  you  a  feminist 
but  whom, 

by  the  way, 
am  1  addressing? 


These  days  I  lie  in  brick, 
sit  in  florescent,  and  listen  to  the  flies 
itch  against  the  screen 
1  wander  into  sexy  mirages 
like  a  typical  fool 
listening  the  whole  time 
to  Dylan  or  Thelonious 

let  'em  try  and  move  me 
it's  not  so  hard 

Basically,  perhaps  essentially, 

I've  been  had 

I  say  I'm  becoming  a  new  woman 

tomonow 

or  a  new  kid 

The  people  down  below 

on  the  next  smoky  level  gulp 

the  rest  of  their  coffee 

and  speak  freely  of  homophobia 

and  what  do  they  think  of  comfortable 

holes,  puddles 

they  want  to  be  wet  in  them, 

and  safe 

Dear  I'm  writing  a  new  letter  to  you  now 
so  we  can  share  a  pack  and  not  speak 
we  have  conquered  all  this  previously 

1  still  wonder  why  1  like  you  so 
because  if  1  didn't  I'd  be  inclined 
to  think  you  full  of  shit 

Love  for  sale 
Ella,  sing  it  baby 

Saiah  McCall 
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Stephanie  Beguin 


Bordeaux  black  and  white  photo 
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Letter  to  My  Brother 
Matthew 

1.  You  said  to  save  the  letters  you  wrote,  you  might  be  famous  somedy. 
Younger  sisters  beHeve  things  Hke  that, 

never  thinking  to  write  back. 

Now  that  we're  apart 

I  write  my  own  Hfe. 

I  script  myself,  cast  you  in,  edit  you  out. 

2.  As  children,  bribed  by  after-mass  donuts 

sitting,  squirming  in  the  young  church's  folding  chairs 

whispering  fervently  to  each  other. 

You  would  smile,  say  "peace  be  with  you" 

grabbing  my  hand  as  if  to  shake  it,  instead 

squeezing  hard  and 

rubbing  my  finger  bones  against  each  other. 

It  felt  like  rubbing  sandpaper  and  marbles. 

Always  your  smile  knowing 

I  could  do  nothing. 

We  always  talked  about  it,  leaving  the  church 

released  out  of  the  silence,  into  the  cool  outside, 

remembering  the  promises. 

3.  Matthew,  I  was  writing  this  to  you  in  my  head,  even  before  I  was 
locked  in.  I  thought  I  had  outsmarted  someone  or  some  thing.  I  slipped 
through  the 

side— one  little  door  was  open,  no  one  was  around,  although  I  could 

hear  singing  from  inside.  I  was  some  sleuth,  some  sly  character  in  a 

novel, 

until  I  heard  it  and  there  I  was  my  rule-breaking 

pleasure  snapping  like  the  shutting 

of  the  cathedral  yard  gate. 

I  snuck  in  because  I  could, 

because  I  could  tell  you  about  it. 

This,  and  cold  ground  pushing  up  tombstones 

giving  life  to  the  dead, 

declaring^"!  am  the  life  and  the  resurrection"  saymg 

"Here  lie  the  bodies  of  two  w  omen 

and  a  }'oung  girl." 
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^*^ 


At  first  I  onK'  had  to  find  '^ords 
to  explain 

passing  tourists  dangling  cameras,  peppered  in  maps, 

seeking  souvenirs,  maN'be  salvation. 

I  was  just  looking 

got  caught  inside  the  )'ard, 

outside  the  cathedral. 

I  had  to  call  a  fannv-packed  American  to  find 

someone  hoh',  -^'ith  a  ke}' 

to  let  me  out  of  the  iron  gates. 

Someone  did  finally  come, 

and  I  know  you'll  ask  so  I'll  tell  )'Ou. 

He  came  reluctantly,  hiding  the  key  in  a  doughy  hand 

pulling  the  hea\^'  gates  like  a  magnet  to  the  cross  on  his  chest, 

blocking  my  way  to  the  street, 

sending  me  into  the  cathedral 

with  a  look  you  wouldn't  believe. 

4.  I  would  '^rite  about  the  cathedral's  tall  windows 
colored  glass  bathing  me,  the  marble  statues 

real  enough  to  talk  to,  the  dedications 

on  the  walls  to  those  who  ^ere  loved  and  lost 

that  made  me  cr}'',  even  as  I  walked  alongside 

the  flock  of  tourists. 

I'd  write  about  this,  but 

I  know  your  cynicism,  we  still  share. 

The  people  remembered  here 

had  money  to  be  remembered. 

Here,  the  gift  shop  greets  people 

before  Jesus  does. 

I  would  have  bought  our  father's  faith 

if  they  sold  it. 

5.  I  wonder  if  you  believe  me, 
if  I  still  need  you  to. 

It  took  me  this  long  to  write 

having  put  my  last  pounds  to  the  cathedral 

choir  donation  box.  I  never  sang  in  church 

and  probably  had  more  money  in  a  pocket  some\\here. 

Katherine  Duhe 

Stephanie  Beguin,  Untitled 
black  and  white  photography 
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ScrJb  b\c5 


One  night,  drunk, 

he  scrawled  his  name  all  over  me 

—indelible  black  ink—  '■  j«' 

his  handwriting  huge 

slanting,  staggering. 

The  next  morning  I  woke 

to  find  the  marks  there  still 

livid  and  ebony  on  my  skin. 

I  scrubbed,  pumiced,  sandpapered 

for  futile  months        '''-% 

at  the  child's  drawing    >  * 

my  body  had  become. 

Finally  I  broke  all  the  mirrors         r^  f 

and  trained  myself  to  live  again 

regardless  of  the  tainting  sworls. 

I  got  out  of  the  shower 

at  noon  one  day 

brilliant  light  streaming  from  the  windows 

and  saw  the  cresent  moon  ,, 

of  my  watermark 

rise  from  the  receeding  night. 

S?' 

Caiiie  Childress  I 


Stephanie  Beguin 


Black  and  White 
■  Photography 


ee  cared  not  for  capitals 

not  very  much  nor  did  he 
have  a  lot  of  truck  with 
politicianspatriotsor 
scientistsscoialmores ; 
in  fact  mrcummings 
did  not  believe  in 
anything  (much)  at 
all—  not  war  not 
progress  not  causes 
and  most  certainly  not 
glory!  or  even  (grammar:) 
believed  ee  truly 
only 
in 
death 

springSex 

and 

(punct  '     'V 

nation  '^t 

^Emily  Anna  Smith 
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FXLSe  FOKTUNe 


"Be  persistent  and  you  will  win" 
-words  on  a  fortune  cookie 


Mother  used  to  whisper: 
"persistence  is  the  way 
to  win  a  man." 
I  would  look  at  my  father, 
snoring  loud  as  a  foghorn, 
sitting  big  as  a  boat. 

At  forty  he  had  an  affair. 

Now  she  does  not  share 

silly  mother-daughter  secrets. 

Daddy  flew  to  Reno 

and  her  persistence 

only  brings  thrift  store  discounts 

and  tears  to  her  eyes. 

In  the  fall,  the  leaves 
drop  like  suicides. 
I  search  through  them 
for  my  prize. 

Rachel  Pierce 
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My  Eyes  Were  Closed 

by  Ben  NehrUng 

So  this  was  the  girl  everyone  thought  I  should  date.  We  sat  across 
from  each  other  in  the  food  court  at  the  mall.  It  was  a  chance  meeting.  She 
was  eating  a  frozen  yogurt.  I  had  this  steaming  hot  gooey  cinnamon  bun  sitting 
in  front  of  me.  I  had  come  to  the  mall  by  myself  to  enjoy  a  sticky  bun  and  the 
music  store  unhindered  by  the  social  delicacies  and  impediments  of  a  prospec- 
tive relationship. 

I  pondered  how  to  eat  this  blob  of  frosting  and  dough  with  manners. 
It  wasn't  going  to  be  fun.  The  entire  attitude  of  eating  one  of  these  is  just  to 
shove  it  in  your  mouth,  the  frosting  and  shit  just  flying  and  hanging  off  your 
chin.  I  hadn't  gotten  a  fork  or  anything  for  this  very  opportunity  and  expecta- 
tion of  shoving.  Now,  I  looked  around  desperately  for  some  kind  of  utensil. 
Not  fun. 

We  started  to  talk.  I  picked  little  pieces  off  the  bun.  I  wished  she 
wasn't  there.  I  really  did.  She  said  something  she  thought  was  funny.     I 
kinda  panicked.  I  didn't  hear  her  very  well  let  alone  find  anything  funny  in 
what  she  said.  I  would  have  felt  horrible  though  if  I  didn't  show  like  I  thought 
it  was  funny  too.  I  cracked  this  tiny  smile  and  blew  a  short  blast  of  air  through 
my  nose.  It  probably  sounded  authentic  enough  but  to  me,  it  sounded  like  I  had 
some  problem  with  my  nose,  an  itch  or  something.  This  thought  made  me 
laugh  for  real.  I  couldn't  stop.  I  really  couldn't.  After  awhile,  I  think  she 
thought  I  was  laughing  at  her.  I  was  still  laughing.  Then  of  course  I  felt  like  a 
jackass.  No  steam  rose  from  my  sticky  bun.  I  had  a  ruined  day. 

That  was  all  earlier.  Now,  I  lay  next  to  her  on  some  sort  of  futon... 

I  had  been  invited  to  a  party  on  Speiman  and  Beryl  street.  I  hadn't 
really  wanted  to  go  after  my  horrible  day  at  the  mall.  I  wanted  to  just  sit  and 
feel  like  a  jerk  by  myself.  However,  I  was  talked  into  it  by  a  friend.  She  didn't 
want  to  walk  there  by  herself,  and  she  didn't  want  to  drive  because  she  was 
going  to  get  trashed.  Anyway,  I  went  to  make  sure  she  got  there  safely.  At 
least  that's  what  I  told  myself  and  everything. 

When  we  got  to  the  door,  we  were  hit  up  for  a  cover.  I  almost  turned 
around  right  there.  I  hate  covers.  I  really  do.  It's  a  pretty  scummy  thing  to  do 
if  you  ask  me.  If  your  going  to  through  a  party,  the  price  of  beer  should  just  be 
a  sacrifice  of  the  host.  When  we  got  the  ass  collecting  money,  he  told  us  it  was 
three  for  girls  and  five  for  guys.  I  left.  Sick  perverts.  My  friend  payed  and 
went  in.  I  walked  down  to  the  comer  of  Beryl  turned  and  started  to  walk 
behind  the  houses.  I  waited  in  the  shadows  of  a  tree  for  a  couple  of  seconds 
until  she  appeared.  I  walked  up  to  the  house,  she  unlocked  the  backdoor.  I  was 
in.  We  had  been  to  a  lot  of  parties  together.  We  had  a  flawless  routine. 
Sometimes  sneaking  into  parties  is  the  best  part  of  parties.  It  really  is.  Beats 
paying  a  cover. 
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I  looked  around  the  room.  People  were  already  quite  drunk,  or 
something.  In  the  center  of  this  room  was  this  huge  ice  sculpture  of  a  wine 
goblet.  There  were  little  holes  in  the  ice.  A  purple  punch  poured  out.  You 
could  either  stick  your  cup  under  one  of  the  holes  and  the  punch  would  just 
fountain  in  or  you  could  dip  from  the  pool  at  the  bottom  of  the  goblet. 

I  went  and  got  a  cup  and  held  it  under  one  of  the  holes.  The  ice 
sculpture  must  have  been  at  least  seven  feet  tall,  because  I  couldn't  see  over  the 
rim.  It  was  as  big  as  hell.  It  was  a  terrific  sculpture.  The  punch  tasted  like  shit. 
I  gave  them  a  lot  of  credit  for  trying.  You  would  think  with  all  the  effort  put 
into  the  ice  sculpture  and  all,  that  they  could  at  least  make  some  decent  punch. 

I  started  to  chat  with  this  girl  with  huge  eyes.  They  weren't  bugging 
out  or  anything  repulsive  like  that.  They  were  just  big.  I  knew  this  guy  once 
named  Alex  Foddides.  He  had  the  biggest  eyes  I  have  ever  seen.  They  bulged 
straight  out  of  his  face.  It  was  horrible.  You  kept  waiting  for  them  to  just  fall 
right  off.  To  top  it  off  the  poor  guy  always  wore  this  green  sweater.  Every 
where  he  went,  he  had  this  green  sweater  on.  Even  in  the  summer  and  all.  No 
lie.  Rumors  had  it  that  when  he  went  to  sleep  he  hid  it  under  his  bed  so  his 
mother  couldn't  sneak  it  away  and  wash  it.  Anyway,  his  eyes  bulged  out  like 
baseballs  and  he  wore  this  green  sweater  so  everyone  called  him  Kermit  or 
Frogman.  The  guy  was  a  jerk  anyway.  I  guess  I  would  be  too  if  my  eyes  stuck 
out  so  much.  Last  I  heard,  he  was  going  to  get  an  operation  to  stick  them  back 
in  his  head  or  something.  Anyway,  this  girl  had  big  eyes,  but  nothing  compared 
to  Foddides.  I  would  have  likened  her  to  a  stunned  deer  if  I  had  to.  All  in  all 
she  was  kind  of  pretty. 

To  make  matters  worse  for  her  eyes,  she  had  been  smoking  up.  Her 
eyes  had  these  enormous  blood  lines.  It  was  disgusting.  We  talked  for  awhile 
about  nothing.  She  invited  me  upstairs  where  I  took  it  the  tea  was  being  passed 
around.  I  declined  and  made  some  excuse  to  disappear.  I  think  that  if  people 
could  see  their  eyes  while  being  stoned  or  drunk  the  drug  rate  would  go  way 
down.  Somehow  it  seems  that  when  you  look  in  a  mirror  while  under  the 
influence  your  eyes  don't  look  so  bad.  I  don't  know.  Mirrors  reflect  what  you 
want. 

I  took  to  watching  people's  eyes  because  there  was  really  nothing 
better  to  do.  I  don't  know  why,  but  I  get  in  these  stages  at  parties  where  all  I  do 
is  watch  people  or  certain  things.  I'm  like  the  old  lady  on  the  park  bench 
feeding  pigeons  who  sits  for  hours  watching  the  people  stroll  by.  She  seems 
perfectly  content,  as  do  I. 

I  was  at  this  party  once  where  I  counted  how  many  times  guys  kept 
trying  to  hold  this  one  girls  hand.  It  was  pretty  funny.  It  really  was.  She  had 
some  kind  of  hand  phobia  or  something.  Every  time  some  guy  would  try  to 
hold  her  hand  she  would  swat  it  away  and  then  wipe  her  hand  on  her  jeans.  Not 
just  one  wipe  either.  She  would  wipe  like  she  had  some  kind  of  gum  or  crap  on 
her  hand.  Something  she  couldn't  get  off.  It  was  pretty  funny .  I  don't  know 
why  so  many  guys  tried  to  hold  her  hand  and  all.  I  mean  she  was  pretty,  but  in 
all  of  the  parties  I  have  ever  been  to,  I've  never  tried  to  hold  some  random  girls 
hand  or  any  thing.  Maybe  they  all  knew  she  had  this  hand  phobia  and  were  just 
teasing  her  and  being  jerks.  That  is  probably  it. 
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Amelia  Hube 


Untitled  black  and  white  photography 


So  anyway,  I'm  watching  these  people's  eyes  as  I  sit  on  the  couch 
nasty  punch  in  hand.  I  see  these  two  people  talking.  A  guy  and  a  girl.  He  is 
lying  his  head  off  about  something.  He  is  probably  trying  to  tell  her  he  is  the 
king  of  Kenya  or  something.  His  eyes  are  dancing  around.  That's  how  you  can 
tell  their  lying.  I  mean  that's  what  all  the  books  and  parents  and  stuff  say  at 
least.  Either  lying  or  really  insecure.  He  is  avoiding  eye  contact.  She  believes 
him.  She  would  probably  believe  he  was  the  king  of  the  world  if  he  told  her 
that.  She  is  staring  so  awe  struck  at  him.  Its  pathetic. 

I  personally  love  eye  contact.  Its  the  best.  One  time  I  was  at  this 
planetarium,  you  know  those  movie  theaters  where  you  sit  with  your  head  tilted 
back  for  hours  staring  at  artificial  stars  and  constellations.  I  hate  planetariums. 
I  mean  why  even  go?  Just  take  a  walk  outside  on  a  clear  night.  I  also  think 
they  are  disgusting  because  if  you  look  down  the  rows  at  all  the  people  with 
their  heads  tilted  back,  they  all  look  dead.  Not  only  that  but  all  of  the  guy's 
Adams  apples  are  all  straining  and  sticking  out  and  what  not.  Its  disgusting.  It 
really  is. 

Anyway,  I  was  at  this  planetarium  once  with  some  friends.  All  of  my 
friends  had  smoked  some  tea  before  we  went  so  they  were  enjoying  the  show 
immensely.  I  on  the  other  hand  smoked  and  wasn't  enjoying  myself.  I  refused 
to  tilt  my  head  back.  As  I  was  looking  around  at  all  of  the  dead  people  with 
bloated  Adams  apples,  my  eye  was  caught  by  this  girl  whose  head  wasn't  tilted 
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back  either.  We  made  monumental  eye  contact  and  stared  at  each  other  for  the 
rest  of  the  show.  I  thought  when  the  lights  came  on  and  the  stars  went  away, 
that  she  was  going  to  jump  me  or  something.  That  would  have  been  great.  She 
didn't  though  she  just  smiled  and  gave  me  this  wink  and  was  gone.  I  was 
mystified.  It  was  the  only  wink  that  I  have  ever  found  beautiful  and  not  just 
sleazy.  I  tried  to  tell  my  friends  about  her,  but  they  were  so  stoned,  that  their 
heads  were  still  leaned  back  and  they  were  gazing  at  splendid  constellations  on 
the  blank  ceiling. 

Anyway  I  went  into  the  kitchen  and  got  myself  two  beers  and  headed 
back  to  the  couch.  I  saw  this  couple  making  out  on  my  way  back.  Making  out 
is  another  situation  in  which  eyes  are  really  interesting.  I  hate  it  when  girls 
close  their  eyes  while  kissing.  I  mean  what  the  hell  are  they  thinking?  Guys 
shouldn't  do  it  either.  The  eyes  reveal  just  as  much  passion  or  whatever  as  they 
pass  across  each  other  as  lips  do.  If  not  more.  I  just  think  its  stupid  to  close 
your  eyes,  that's  all.  I  don't  know. 

I  sat  content  on  the  couch,  draining  my  beers.  The  eyes  just  went  by. 
All  of  them  interesting  in  their  own  way  I  suppose.  Then  this  one  girl  walks  by. 
She  could  have  been  any  girl  I  guess.  She  had  the  usual  overalls,  sandals,  and 
one  of  those  kinda    tight  t-shirts  on  without  sleeves.  One  of  a  million  clones. 
One  of  a  million  girls  wearing  the  same  outfit.  But  as  she  walked  by,  she 
looked  down  at  me  on  the  couch  and  smiled.  She  smiled  not  with  her  mouth 
but  with  her  eyes.  A  gorgeous  smile.  Brown  smiling  eyes.  A  girl  who  could 
have  been  a  million  set  aside  by  brown  smiling  eyes.  It  was  tremendous. 

So,  I  got  up  and  followed.  She  was  heading  upstairs.  I  thought  to 
myself,  oh  shit,  she  must  be  going  to  smoke  up.  Her  eyes  would  turn  glossy. 
Would  the  laughter  leave?  A  real  stupid  question  I  know.  But  I  was  getting 
pretty  sloshed.  I  reached  up  the  steps  and  grabbed  her  hand.  She  turned 
around  kind  of  startled.  Now  what  was  I  supposed  to  do?  I  wanted  her  to 
snatch  her  hand  away  and  start  wiping  her  hand  on  her  overalls  like  a  fool. 
But  she  didn't  try  to  remove  it  at  all.  It  just  laid  there  gently  in  my  hand. 

I  apologized  to  her  saying  that  I  thought  she  was  someone  I  knew  or 
whatever.  Her  eyes  smiled  away  and  I  dropped  my  hand  to  my  side.  I  let  her 
go  up  the  steps  to  her  dead  eyed  destiny.  Who  am  I  to  care?  I'm  sure  she  has 
been  told  before  that  she  has  great  eyes,  but  perhaps  her  desire  is  normalcy.  I 
mean  look  at  the  way  she  dresses.  One  of  a  million.  Maybe  she  wants  to  dull 
her  eyes  so  she  can  fit  in  better.  People  will  do  any  damn  thing  to  be  a  true 
one  of  a  million.  Any  damn  thing.  They  really  will. 

I  thought  of  going  back  to  my  park  bench.  Only  after  getting  another 
beer  of  course.  While  I  was  getting  my  beer,  there  was  the  girl  taking  shots  of 
rum.  If  there  is  one  hard  liquor  I  will  drink,  it  is  rum.  I  can't  stand  anything 
else.  Hard  stuff  I  mean.  I  asked  her  if  I  could  take  a  shot.  She  turned  around 
and  it  was  the  girl  everyone  thought  I  should  date.  She  was  quite  drunk  and 
happy  to  see  me.  Surprisingly,  I  guess  since  my  antics  at  the  mall  were  so 
touchy  for  her  and  all.  She  was  wearing  birks,  jeans,  and  a  red  waffle  shirt 
thing.  Her  short  hair  was  tucked  behind  her  ears  and  she  was  quite  pretty  as 
she  handed  me  a  shot. 
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The  glass  was  really  cool.  It  was  a  shot  glass  shaped  like  a  cowboy 
boot.  I  downed  it  smoothly  which  I  think  impressed  her.  I  hate  when  shit  like 
that  impresses  people.  I  mean  how  cool  are  you  really  if  you  can  drink  two 
cases  of  beer  in  a  night  or  take  a  shot  of  cheap  rum  smoothly?  Its  not  some- 
thing you  can  put  down  on  a  goddamn  job  resume  or  anything.  She  asked  me 
who  I  was  there  with.  I  told  her.  I  was  looking  down  into  the  shot  glass 
thinking  how  I  hadn't  seen  my  friend  in  hours.  She  was  probably  upstairs 
smoking  her  eyes  to  glass. 

I  handed  her  shot  glass  back  to  her.  I  mean  it  wasn't  all  that  cool. 
There  was  an  awkward  silence  for  a  couple  of  minutes.  She  fiddled  with  the 
boot  glass  thing  and  I  probably  stared  at  my  feet  or  something.  Then  we  were 
kissing  and  my  eyes  were  closed.  Not  because  I  felt  insecure  or  whatever  but 
because  I  thought  that  if  her  eyes  were  open  and  I  saw  them,  I'd  puke. 
Swollen,  glassy,  bloodshot,  lifeless  eyes  juxtaposed  against  such  a  pretty  face 
would  have  been  too  much.  So  I  did  the  next  best  thing  to  having  open  eyes 
while  kissing.  I  brushed  her  face  with  my  fingertips.  I  mean  I  think  that's 
pretty  classy,  I  really  don't  have  a  damn  clue.  I  really  don't. 

The  next  thing  I  know,  we  were  making  out  on  a  futon  or  something. 
She  was  a  really  good  kisser.  At  least  I  think  she  is,  it  could  have  been  anyone, 
some  guy  for  all  I  know.  My  eyes  were  closed  the  whole  time.  They  really 
were.  I  wonder  what  she  did  with  her  eyes.  Do  you  think  they  were  opened  or 
closed?  I  would  love  to  believe  that  she  is  blind  to  the  fact  of  empty  drunken 
eyes,  or  if  she  is,  she  is  so  committed  to  keeping  her  eyes  open  while  kissing 
that  it  doesn't  matter  if  eyes  look  like  bloodshot  marbles  or  not.  I  don't  know. 

I  guess  I  should  have  opened  my  eyes  to  glance  at  hers.  It's  probably 
better  that  I  didn't  anyway.  It  really  is.  rK 


46 


Dancing  in  My  Crowded  Hall  at 
l-lorne  on  Dad's  Piftieth  Birthday 


We  swing  past  smiling  faces 

and  there's  a  quick  Burn  of  light  in  my  eyes 

then  we're  past  it.  We  stumble 

as  the  rug  catches  at  our  feet, 

but  the  music  moves  us  on. 

I  hear  laughter  break  through  the 

blues  which  blares  out  from  the  room  beside  us. 

The  large  lead  singer  belts  out  the  lyrics,  and 

we  move  in  time  to  her  tune.  My  father's  voice  booms 

at  the  other  end  of  the  hall—  the  keg  is  almost  empty 


Over  your  stooping  shoulder 

I  glimpse  Chris—  here  from  Conneticut, 

We  turn,  there's  Otis,  who  insists 

we  call  you  Uncle  Jimmy  when  he's  the  only  one 

related  to  you.  But  I  try  to  concentrate 

on  your  feet,  following  them, 

hoping  not  to  miss  the  next  step. 

With  each  bend  your  knees  creak 

but  the  certainty  of  your  arm  signals  the  next  move- 

a  twitch  and  then  a  spin, 

a  dip  and  a  slight  shove 

back  up,  a  nod,  a  thank  you. 

Emily  Simpson 
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Sanctified 

wake  up  to  the  rain's  mantra 
apologetically  insistent  and  thrumming 
on  tenement, 

reclose  your  eyes  and  meditate 
to  the  depth  of  your  shoulder 
blades  still  curved  into  sleep, 
recognize  the  rain  as  a  sign:  vow 
that  today,  you  start  over. 


strip  the  bed  of  its  crumpled  100%  cotton  sheets 

and  begin,  opening  the  window  for  the  fresh 

air,  or  at  least  breathing  room. 

reach  to  the  floor,  for  an  unopened  letter 

half-folded;  unopening  it,  regress  into  the  prostrate 

position  of  childhood  winters 

stretching  elbows  and  ankles  wide, 

and  back  in,  making  angels  on  bare  floor. 

making  angels. 

in  passing,  glance  in  the  mirror;  stare, 
notice  your  eyes,  how  red.  notice 
the  circles,  you  have  surrendered 
many  times  been  crucified  in  8-second 
increments,  or  the  time  it  takes  him 
to  afix  precisely  the  nails  and  you 
to  accept  the  way  your  spine  accentuates 
the  hardwood  floor  like  bruises 
accentuate  your  soft  skin,  paler 
not  for  lack  of  sun  but  exposure. 


48 


besides,  these  are  details  he's  added  in  the  meantime 

while  you  were  looking  to  be 

sanctified,  with  your  eyes  closed,  crawling. 

it  is  as  if,  he  will  say,  you  asked  for  this. 

leave  the  angels  on  the  floor 
where  they  cling  and  flutter 
and  slowly  dress  yourself  in 
the  smoothest  movements, 
choosing  each  color  carefully, 
as  if  somehow,  it  matters  more 
since  no  one's  watching, 
as  if  you  are  clothing  more 
than  your  body, 
remembering  in  the  deliberate 
papering  of  linen 
upon  nakedness 

he  was  the  only  one  you  undressed 
before;  remember  this  as  you  twist 
the  last  button  into  place. 

later,  you  will  look  out  into  night 

and  pause  to  notice  the  misshapen 

fullness  of  the  moon,  waxing 

if  not  waning. 

shiver  but  lean  closer  to  the  smell 

of  sweating  grass, 

knowing  that  tomorrow, 

you  will  wonder  why 

you  ever  left. 

Allison  Titus 
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Stephanie  Beguin 


Untitled 


black  and  white  photography 
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Das  Morgengrauen 


Trapped 

on  the  wrong  train 

through  Deutschland. 

Deceived 

by  the  blue  eyed  blond 

in  uniform 

I  don't  understand. 

Starving  with  only  stale  baguette 

from  the  day  before, 

Ifall 

into  sleepless  nightmares, 

unfit  for  bed 

yet  exhausted  by 

endless  Night. 

Frame  after  frame 

black  and  white 

apparitions  awaken 

to  a  cold  grey  mourning 

from  mass  graves  not  their  own. 

Rain  becomes  ashes 

falling  on 

homemade  fields 

nourished  by  human  hands 

now  buried  by 

blankets  of  thick  smog. 

Abandoned  smoke  stacks 

haunted  by  horrors 

of  their  prime 

execute  blank  stares 

toward  the  Sacred  Walls 

of  dead  factories  and 

barren  warehouses. 

The  red  farmhouse  turns  away, 

only  the  colorless  Dawn 

a  witness  to  the  passing  train. 

Stephanie  Barnes 
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Trying  to  Become 

3os"ton 


With  a  full  pack  strapped  to  his  back, 
he  took  a  Greyhound  when  the  trains  were  cheaper. 
Heading  into  the  northern  wind, 

blowing  backwards  towards  the  chemi-green  paper  routes 
of  strip  malls  and  salad  bars, 
he  left  a  trail  of  ripped  out  journal  pages, 
and  written  on  every  page  in  frantic  black  letters 
that  clogged  rivers  and  choked  the  wildflowers  on  the  median: 
"Boston 
Boston." 

The  apartment  was  small, 

the  rent  a  burden  and  his  job 

was  like  dull  aching  teeth,  every  dish  he  washed 

scraped  his  hands  raw  and  regular, 

but  he  would  make  the  city  rage. 

He  poured  over  the  club  schedules  like  salvational  pamphlets, 

striving  every  night  so  real, 

the  real  nights  he'd  always  hoped  for. 

The  clubs  were  full  of 

people  screaming  and  convulsing, 

bands  weaving  noise. 

During  a  fight  between  rival  groups  of 

festering  drunks,  he  was  slashed 

in  the  jaw  with  a  shattered  bottle. 

Blood  ran  through  his  hands  soaking 

his  white  t-shirt  black,  like  a  war 

photo  in  a  magazine. 

He  touched  his  regal  crimson  hands  to  his  lips 

and  whispered  mystically, 

"Boston." 

The  nights  and  noise, 

tempo  and  explosion  were 

so  addictive,  filling  his  suburban  gaps, 
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That  he  dipped  his  air  in  gutter  water,  and 

flicked  off  his  kitchen  manager. 

He  spent  long  days  walking  the  city, 

ran  out  of  coffeeshops  instead  of  paying  his  bill, 

and  left  his  roommate  his  dirty  clothes  and  unpaid  debts. 

He  stayed  on  molded  couches  and  in  abandoned  buildings, 

searching  through  dumpsters  for  discarded  donuts  and  bread. 

He  slept  on  rooftops  and  stopped  reading. 

Some  nights,  when  the  moon  hung  low  enough 

to  pour  itself  right  into  his  mouth  and 

his  ears  rang  like  lightning  over  the  honking  city  streets, 

he'd  stand  straight  like  an  orator  and  scream  "Boston." 

Nothing  ever  lasts. 

One  friend  smashed  his  fist  through  car  windows 

telling  cops  it  was  all  political. 

One  became  a  five  foot  eight  track  mark 

with  no  last  name 

One  was  hit  by  a  van  while  jaywalking, 

and  Sara  went  into  convulsions, 

died, 

and  no  one  ever  found  out  why. 

Taking  a  bath  in  a  friend's  appartment, 

he  watched  the  scum 

people  had  spit  on  him  for  years 

soak  out  with  a  sinking  release. 

In  borrowed  shirt  and  tie,  he  found  a  job 

cleaning  bottles  to  be  filled  with  glitter. 

On  his  first  payday,  he  checked  into  a  hotel 

and  bought  an  aquamarine  typewriter  from  a  junk  shop. 

He  sat  down  on  the  tight  sheets, 

had  a  long  drink  of  water, 

listening  to  the  heater  rumbling  on  and  off, 

and  tried 

and  tried  to  write  about  Boston. 

Mathias  Svalina 
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A  Half  and  a  Half 
Equals  a  Whole 


Lean  -fifthcj 
but  Cm  fearned 

Cm  neoi  things  tocfag— 
a  fiar 
a  foo}  come  afeng  and  dance  (nith  me 
in  mg  roomcj  efeeves 
enaoyffakee  in  mcj  mouth 
iccj  stars  caked  on  the  gfass 
sugar  sugar 
honeg 
this  I  looe 

Cm  broken 

this  time  it's  for  naught 

Gin&6erg  hooi  mancf  times  cficfcfoa 
smacf:  cjoar  Zips  upon  af/'nicfhtars 
6afore  cfoa  f:nao}  cfoa  Oias  rotfi'n '? 

Sarah  fifcCa/f 
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Gladstone 


Fathers  huddle  around  bitter  styrofoam  coffees 
And  wait  for  the  sun  to  peek  over  the  treeline. 
Mothers  cluck  to  each  other  about  the  trip  up 
Or  clasp  polarfleece  mitts  in  front  of  their  mouths, 

eyes  waiting. 
New  England  cold  snap  means  frisky  horses. 
Ridden  down  early  this  morning  from  plunging 

partygoers 
To  the  concentrated  carousel  of  collected  canters, 
They  make  daughters  dance  partners. 

Hospitality  tent  parents  crowd  me  as  I  sit  with  wool 

cooler 
Doubled  and  wrapped  around  me  and  my  back  brace. 
We  are  too  far  away  to  smell  hoof  paint. 
I  wish  it  was  on  my  hands  instead  of  these  wool 

mittens 
That  would  be  too  hot  and  bulky  if  I  were  riding. 
I  want  another  chance  to  be  the  rosy-cheeked  one  to 

refuse  ham  sandwich  offers. 
Hop  up  and  down  on  the  balls  of  my  clean  field  boots. 
And  wait  for  the  callbacks. 

Jennifer  Sydnor 
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Stephanie  Beguin 


Richard  black  and  white  photo 
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story  In  98 
Words 


Things  were  still  unresolved  with  the  ex-girlfriend. 
Three  years  recently  ended.  We  were  forgetting  why  we 
hated  briefly,  remembering  why  we  loved  intensely. 
You  pay  for  this  parking  space? 
Five  bucks.  I  see  it  as  buying  peace  of  mind,    said 
the  driving  friend. 

I  sat  next  to  the  ex. 

I  looked  at  the  riding  friend.  She  talked  like 
nobody. 

I  talked  just  to  be  there. 

We  almost  aren  t  lost,    said  the  driving  friend. 
Everything  was  blocked  for  the  inauguration. 

I  looked  at  the  riding  friend.  I  wondered  how  our 
kids  would  look,  since  there  w^as  no  having  them. 

Andrew  Mefferd 
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knects  In  tkt  Jcitckcu/  s^^c 

she  kneels  in  the  kitchen,  safe 

on  her  day  old  lilypad  of  newsprint 

separating  lumped  clay  from  marble 

floor,  only  her  bare  ankle  touches 

solid  tile;  the  connection  stings  cold. 

"marble  isn't  practical,  see?"  she  can 

hear  the  sideways  advice,  shaking 

disdain  rattling;  he  argued 

for  linoleum,  more  for  your  money,  he'd 

say,  but  she  doesn't  want 

to  hear 

her  life  off 

in  coupons 

anymore  she  is  tired 

of  pretending  they  will  one  day  live 

in  a  happily  ever 
after  castle  together— besides, 
happily  and  together  are  oxymoronic 
like  his'n'her's  towels,  monogram 
unraveling  on  the  honeymoon 
floor,  now  scattered  with  clay 
scraps  she  baptizes  beneath 
her  fingers,  sinking  weightless 
for  all  the  years  before 
into  the  rounded  beginning 
of  a  bowl; 

positions  her  third  and  pointer  fingers 
for  the  careful  grooves 
she  will  spin  into  the  edges 
of  such  a  clean  surface, 
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wipes  her  clayslpotched  face 
with  the  palest  wrist, 
decides  this  one  will  be  for  salad, 
picturing  it  on  the  table  between 
them  filled  with  spinach 
leaves  sweating  oil 

and  vinegar  waiting— and  he  will  shake 

his  head,  reprimand  her  pottery 

birth,  render  it  careless  conception  and 

she  will  know  the  regret  of  creating 

what  cannot  be  loved, 

right  fingers  hesitating  a  few  turns 

too  long,  the  clay  collapses 

from  the  outside,  folds  into 

the  lump  she  started  with,  only  a  little 

rounder. 

he  would  smile  at  this  murder. 

she  has  lost  her  appetite  and  examines 

her  clay-caked  flesh  creased 

with  veins  of  umber  blood  she  smears 

the  marble  with  her  bleeding  hands, 

rubs  them  over  the  smooth  easel 

floor,  until  the  marble  is  bleeding 

orange,  too,  spidering  out 

in  all  directions,  leading 

to  places  she  would  like  to  go,  now. 

this  is  her  castle  floor, 

and  she  will  sculpt 

her  life  into 

its  cracks. 

Allison  Titus 
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At  the  hospital  where  my  father  works, 

he  shows  her 

the  seclusion  rooms. 

Prone  to  nightmares, 

she  writes, 

"I  could  not  stop  thinking  about  them. 

They  depressed  me  so  much." 

They  are  small  and  gray 

like  tufted  possums'  nests, 

windowless, 

with  one  crisp  striped  mattress  each 

that  do  not  yet  sag 

under  the  wordless  shifting 

of  defeated  young  bodies, 

the  yoking  unfairness 

ofa  lack  of  pure  air. 

"I  hated  to  imagine  what  it  would  be  like 

if  you  were  there," 

she  writes, 

and  I  know  that  she  is  conjuring 

my  teenage  hibernation; 

the  secret  stacked  journals, 

moody,  marbled-paper  songs, 

high  school  clothes  pitch-black  and  strange. 

She  is  counting  on  me 

to  sleep  in  my  own  bed 

under  the  sun, 

to  feed  myself  the  chunks  of  light 

that  I  lost  like  blood 

in  those  eloquent,  hungry  years. 

Mamie  Colton 
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